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M O N T R E U X  R O T H O L T Z
HOG
I II never breed such beasts again.
Her ears and hal f  her face eaten, 
what  a way. T he  ladder come down.
Pinch of  seven hundred  pound  savory, 
succ inct l y  pu t  to i t ,  an attack or  accident  
where in  some way she fel l  and then they 
ate her. Dentures left  on the f loor  
of the enclosure,  and part of  an entra i l .  
Joy fu l l y  the local paper comeuppance 
w i th  i t ,  shiver o f  si lver hog meat 
and blue r ibb on  wins,  prize money  
go ing to funeral  costs. I heard the pig 
sm oo th ly  butchered,  packed in plastic.
I heard he was an hour  in the dy ing.
I heard, and this is t rue,  the meat ro t ten  
and the veins l ike the cables o f  a br idge.
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